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In Imitation of Gallus, Eleg. 1. 


Aimula cur ceffas finem properare SeneCtus. 


By a Perfon of Quality. 


" Ove fafter Life, thou tirefom Gueft, away, 

Why inthis ruin’d Cottage woud’ ft thou ftay? 
What Wretch, fo fond of thee, can bear the Pain 
Of Life, when nothing but its Dregs remain ? 

My feeble Limbs are with the Load oppreft, 

And Death, kind Death alone, can give "em Rest. 

While youthful Blood the well-fill’d Channels fed, 
And Ger each Part a |prightly Vigour fpread, 
: 6 , 
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The Mufes Mercury, 
Wholly refign’d to Nature’s boundlefs Sway, 
I follow'd fitll where Pleajure tea the vay. a 
Roving from Thought to Thought with frelb Delight, 
Love ruld the Day, and am’ rous Dreams the Night. 
With Beauty's various Forms my Breaft was fir'd, 
The more Itafted, ftill the more defir'd. 
The well-[bap’d flender Nymph did Paffiomgmove, 
By. Nature framd for attive Scenes of Love. 
If Plump, fhe charm’d me with a comely Face, 
And flefby Plumpnefs fill’d our foft Embrace. 
Mayjeftick Stature with a nervous Strength, 
(A full proportion’d Beauty drawn at length) 
Strook me with awful Love, who coud withftand 


Qe The Dart fhot from an Amazonian Hand ? 
" WiReaancing Fairy did all Life appear, 


Wpleas’d the Lover with her lively Air. 


Sometimes my Mufe fung fair Dorinda’s Praife 


In Smiles fhe liften’d to the tuneful Lays. 
Sometimes by [prightly Airs to Love betray’d, 
With Antick Rounds I warm’d the yielding Maid. 
When brisk Champaign reliev’d the Lover's Care, 
(Each Goblet facred to the abfent Fair) . 
With double Foy I bore the double Load, 
The wanton Goddefs and the reeling God. 
In Pleafure thus my youthful Hours were paft, 
For Love’s the greateft Pleafure and the laft. 
Guarded by inward Heat, my Breaft lay bare 
To Winter-Storms, nor felt the Northern Air. 
Oz Ifis Bazks oft have I naked ftood, 
And boldly plung’d into her chilly Flood. 
Oft through the Woods I chas’d the frighted Preys. 
Nor funk beneath the Labour of the Day, 
But preffing forward pterc’d the foaming Boar, 
And [mear’d my Fav’ lin with his reeking Gores 
Henceforth farewell the Lovers fofi’ning Foys, 
The warb’ling Lute, foft Pipe, and mellow Voice, . 
AY C=. 
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Farewell, tho? Mufick be the Food of Love, 


No tuneful Numbers can my Paffion move. 
The {parkling fuices, tho by Beauty crown’ d, 4 
Arve hurtful grown, and muft no more go round 
Nor artful Meafures beat the burthewd Ground. S 
The favage Game no more Delight can yield; 
Farewell the manly Pleafures of the Field. 

Now by enervate Age I’m overcome, 
That univerfal Conqueror, from whom 
The firft-formd Matter muft receive its Doom. 
With trembling Steps, and foggy Puffs of Breath, 
My weary Limbs crawl to the Verge of Death. 
The Thoughts of Pleafure past torment my Breaft, 
For ’tts a difmal Thought to have been bleft. ° 
O wretched State! tn ling’ ring Pain I lie 
Robb’d of Life’s Ufe, yet not allow’d to dite” * 
The Unhappy wifh for Death, but wifb in vatn, 
Death flies their Court{bip with a coy Difdain, 
While to the youthful and the happy Breaft, 
He ts too oft a bold unwelcome Gueft. 
Transform a from what Iwas, how am I grown, 
A frightful Spectre, to my felf unknown ? 
My Face to livid Shades its Air refigns, 
And deep-plough'a Furrows hide the featur’d Lines. 
The Nerves unbracd, and flefhy Cloathing gone, 
A fbrive?d Skin clings to the naked Bone. 
My Eyes, when they beheld the Form (afraid 
To fee the dreadful Change whith Age had made) 
Shrunk back intotheir Sockets with the Fright, 
And with a filmy Veil they fhroud their Sight. 
Diftilling Rheums, the only liquid fore, 
Mourn their dead Luftre tn a fcalding Show’r. 
Tho bright the Sun, tho all ferene the Skie, 
O’ercaft they feem, and clouded to my Eye. 
The Day creeps on with fuch a gloomy Light, 
J {carce perceive when tis reliew'd by Night. 

O 2 No 








106 The Muies Mercury, 


No tuneful Accent forms my feeble Voice, 
*Tis now become a hollow murm’ring Noife, 
The lift’ning Ear, on every Word intent, | 





Catches the Sound, and gueffes what is meant. 
Sour'd with the Thoughts of Pleafure paft, I praife 
The good Old Times, and blame the prefent Days. 
Doating with Age my ever babling Tongue 
Loafts how I liv’d, what Feats I did whee young : 
Then ftrait, forgetting it was told before, | 
Again I tell the tedious Story o'er, 
In vain does Age its mighty Wifdom boaft, 
"Tis a dear Bargain, and not worth the Cot, 
Purchas’d fo late, e’er long enjoy'a tis lost, 
And by Experience this fad Truth I knon, 
SL fearce remember what I did just now. 
"Tho? of large Tracts of Land I am poffest, 
“And Baggs of Gold lie crowded in my Cheft, 
Amidst this Heap of Riches I am poor, 
Since ’tis to me become a ufelefs Store. 
Like wretched Tantalus. withiz the Flood 
I ftand, but cannot tafte the Golden Food. 
No more erect, no more the Heavens I fee, 
That Attribute of Manis loft to me. 
With down-caft Looks I view my Place of Birth, 
And bow my bended Trunk to Mother Earth, 
The mouldring Clay feeks out its firft Abode, 
While a ftiff Plant fupports the tott’ring Load, 
And with repeated Thumps knocks at the Ground, 
To let the weary Traveller lie down. 
Open thy Bofom, Earth, and in the Womb 
Of Nature let me find a fecond Tomb. 
To thy cold Breast my colder Limbs receive, 
Theyre now that very Clod thou once didst give. 
Where eer I go, when-e’er I walk the Street, 


(WithWonder pointed at by all I meet) 





ie 
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Some pity the Old Man, while others cry, 

There goes the Picture of Mortality. 

So tender am I grown, I cannot bear 

The gentle Dew, or the foft Southern Air + 

Hence are my Lungs with trickling Rheums oppreft, M4 
And Ptyfick-Coughs ne'er ceafe to tear my Breaft, 

Of Eafe they rob the Day, the Night of Ret.” § 
Stretch’d on the Rack a tortur’d Wretch I wait 

With “foy the laft indulgent Blow of Fate. 

Happy the Man whofe Life without Allay ? 
In a {mooth Stream of Pleafure glides away, 

And with his Pleafure ends his lateft Day. ¢ 
Mine feems to watt on ev'ry Galp of Breath, 

Tis better unce to die; Then welcome Death. 


HE foregoing Poem was recommended to us by our good Friend 

Mr. Tate. ’Tis written by a Perfon of Honour; in which the Cha- 
racter of the Original is preferv’d as well asin the Performance. The 
Sentiments of the Numbers are mufical and eafy, There’s Nature in it : 
A Quality defpis’d by moft Modern Writers, and they are in the right ; 
for ’tis much eafier to defpife than acquire it. 

The Author of the following Poem having forbidden us to taxe any 
further notice of it, thanto publifhit, we fhall fay only that his Modefty 
isan Injury tohis Merit. And the World will excufe fuch a Fault in one 
Poet, fince’tis fo feldom that thofe Gentlemen want to be excus’d on this 
Account. 


a 





To Mrs. B----g----/e, upon her leaving the 
Playhoufe. 


T length, O Nymph, forget injurious Rage, 
A Revive the Town, and raife the finking Stage; 
Enough is giv’n to Honour and to Spleen ; 

Return, and be a Prince{s, or a Queen. 


Bs 
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- The Mofes Mercury, | 
Be any thing-=--Yox grace your ev'ry Part, 
In you’ tis natural to gain the Heart. 
And fiill you att in fuch a moving Strain, 
You make the Audience feel what you but feign. 
Return----your num'rou, firm Admirers fbow, 
Their Tongues, their Hands, were never fale to you, 
When e’er you fpoke, if vo Applaufe they paid, 
"Twas all for fear of lofing what you {aid 
As grateful Intervals with Time fupplyd, 


They praisad with Pleafure, and they clapa with Pride, 


Let xot 4 Man provoke you to depart, 

Who like a Tyrant rules Apollo’s Art : 

Who, blind to your Superior Merit, durst 
Poftpone e'en you, and fet an -------- firft ! 

Your Virtue, not her Worth, produc’d this Slight, 
He gave a Day where he might hope a Night. 


Hard! that for this you haften to be gone, 


Ana unoffending Thoulands {mart for one! 


Think what they were, nor thus from Crowds retire, 


Gods! how All throng’d, and fweated with Defire, 


Pleas’d to be preft when you requir their Sight, 
And made your Benet their ovn Delight ; 
Think how again they'd faften on your View, 
And be for ever thankful, ever true. >i 
Pity, ah pity the Moft Fragrant P----r, 
Come, and at leaft content his Eye and Ear, 
Thofe leffer Comforts would reftore his Cafe, 
Your Abfence was the Caufe of his Difeafe. 
Think how diftrest Oriana wants your Aid, 
B---/--- w’s a Mard’rer to the charming Maid ; 
Who that?s unbrib’d with private Foys can bear 
That {queaking, awkward Shaddow of a Play’r ? 
Granville zmplores, the fveetest Rhiming Bard, 
Well he deferves, his Mufe can well reward. 

But above all, think how the Mourning Bride 


To endlef{s Times her weeping Form must htae, 


Or 
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Or dragg’d to Light by fome officious Friend, 

Move faint Regard, and only not offend, 

Vnlefs fhe wears your Ornaments of Woe, 

And from your Eyes her Pearly Sorrows flow ; 
Your Congreve begs, with Noves, like Orpheus blef, 
Ev’n Rocks the Thracian’s Harmony confeft. 

How Otway’s ravifb’d Shade would [mile to hear 
That iis Lavinia was your lateft Care ? 

You added Softuefs to the fojteft Strains, 

And made your Marius envy’d midst his Pains. 
Tu fature Ages fhall this Wonder last, 

That you, juft poffible! your felf farpaft. 

If uo Perfwafions wtge you back, we'll gues 

Your Fame already grown to that Enc, 

You feemd unable to be more compleat, 

And fo tn full Perfection chofe Retreat. 

Thus Saints remove, but with this Diff?rence fbown, 
They die to meet, you live to foun Renown. 





Of the Houfe of Haftwngs, Earls of Huntington. 


7 HE Noble Family of the Haftings, Earls of Huntingtor, receiv’d an 
‘| inexpreffible Lofs in the Perfon of the late Earl, We fhuil fee by the 
Chara*ter given to that Lord in the following Epitaph, that their laft Glo- 
ry was as Great as their firft, and the Example he left his Succeffor, as 
fhining as what his Anceftors tranf{mitted to him. The Haffings are faid 
to derive their Origine from Haftings a Dane, who about the Year 890, 
Alfred then King, came with Rollo into England, and fettling at a Place in 
Suffex, thence call'd Haftings, made good his Ground till he had enrich’d 
him(elf with the Plunder of the Saxons, both by Sea and Land; after 
which he retir’d to Normandy ; And what is more: certain, his Defcen- 
dants return’d to England. with the Conqueror, who defcended from 
Rollo, the Founder of the Norman Race. The firft of the Houfe of Haftings 
that made it eminent here after the Conqueft, was Henry Lord Haftings, 
who marry’d da a Daughter of David Earl of Huntington, Brother of 
William King of the Scots. ol Haftings, Grandfon of Henry, put in his 


Claim to the Crown of Scotland, in right of his Grandmother 4da, when 
Brule 
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110 The Mufes Mercury, 

Bruce and Bahol, who carry’d ir, claim’d it in Edward the Firft’s Time. 
This Yobn marrying the Heirefs of Amiare de Valence, Earl of Pembroke, 
left that Title to Lawrence Haftings, the firft Earl of Pembroke of this Fa. 
mily, who fucceeded his Father in all his Honours about the Year 3339, 
From the Haftings of Pembroke thofe of Huntington were defcended, the 
firft that had this Title being George Lord Aiaftings, created Ea:lof Hun- 
tington by Henry VINI. 4nio0 1529. After whom there were 7 Earls fuc- 
ceflively of the fame Sirname, the Right Honourable George late Eatl of 
Huntington being the Eighth, and the prefent Earl Theopbiius, a Minor, 
the Ninth. Tho the Nobility of this Honfe is heighten’d by their Anti- 
guity, and their Alliances with the two Royal Houfes of England and 
Scotland, asappears by what we have faid, and what is hinted in the fol- 
lowing, Epitaph; yet the late Lord was a Gentleman of fuch a fublime 
Character, that he wou’d have made it {till more INuitrious, had he not 
been taken off by Death, before his Virtues had had time to flew theme 
felves in their full Perfection ; but the worthy Author has done him fo 
much Juftice in this Epitaph, that we fhould wrong both him and the Me- 
mory of his Noble Friend the late Earl, if we fhou’d attempt to add to 
what he has faid. This Epitaph is to be infcrib’d on the Lord Huntington’s 


Tomb in St. Fames’s Church, Weftminfter. 


An Eprtarpu os GEORGE late Earl of 
_., Huntington. 


Written by Dr. Garth. 


Hic fitus eft 
Georgius Comes de Huntingdon, 
Preclara Haftingorum Profapia 
Natus ; 
Et Nepte ex Plantagenettorum Stemmate 
Oriundus ; 
Literarum humaniorum Cultor indefeffus ; 
In Auli ornatiffimus ; 
In Acie imperterritus ; 
Ubique probus. 
Tanta fuit ei morum fuavitas, 
Cum Gravitate Comitas, 
Cum Fide Urbanitas ; Haud 





-~ Fee 63 3) Pe es CP 





for the Month of Gay, 1707. a 


Haud preg ceteris commune habuit, 
Nift quod mori potuerit. 
Tantus Animi Candor ingenitus 
Ut tot numeraverit Amicos, 
Quot Familiares. _ 
Procul habuit Mollitiem atque Inertiam, 
Turpeé exiftimans, 
Queis Dignitate praititit, 
Ab His Virtute fuperari. | 
Flagrante per Europam Bello, 
Salutis publica quam fue {tudiofior, 
Ad Rem militarem exercendam 
Se contulit, 
Obfeffis 
Venloi, Ruremond!, Kaiferverta, | 
Que fortiter, {ub Duce Marlburgenfi, tentavit 
Foeliciter perfecit ; 
Quorum tamen oblivionem maluit 
Quam Gloriam. 


Obit Kal. Mart. viii. Ere : 
Chriftiane CI4DCCVI. Aitat. XXV1. 





/E fhall continue, in our following Mercuries, to incert the Afanu- 
fcripts we have in our hands of Mrs. Bebn’s, one after the other. 
They are written all by her felf, and if any Man fufpects our plain Dealing, 
the Original Copies, under her own Hand, are to be feen at the Book- 
f{ellers who publifhes this Paper. But we believe none. will doubt their 
being genuine, efpecially if they are acquainted with Mrs. Bebn’s Manner. 
The Poem we now print under her Name has fomething in it fo foft, fo 
amorous, fo pretty, and fo perfect, that it fhews the Author to have been 
both a Poet aid a Lover ; both which Mrs. Bebz was ina high Degree; few 
of her Sex having diftinguifh’d themfelves more by their Wit and Amours 
than fhe has done. | | | : 


P CUPID 
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~The Mufes Mercury, -: 


CUPID in Chains. 


_ By Mrs. 4: Bebn, 


Saw laft Night a pretty Sight, 
Cupid 4 weeping lay, 

Until his little Eyes fo bright 

Had wept themfelves away. 


I. 
I ftept untohim;, Boy, faid f, 
What caufes all this Mourning ; 


He wip’d his Face, and then + eplyp dy 


Amintas flillis [corning. 
{Il. 


The Youth defies my Pow’r and cries, 
I am a foolifb Boy, | 


He fays Pu blind, and have no Eyesy - 


_ My Deity’s a Toy. 
IV. 


a “And as laft Night I fleeping lay, 


. Down by you Chryftal Springs 


; dHle.came and fiole my Bow away, 
And pinton’d too my Wing. 


V 


Alas, cry’ I, twas ther thy Bow 


Wherewith he wounded me, 


“°F might have thought that [uch a Blow 


Cou'd come from none but thee. 


VI. 
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VI. 
Of late he has with too much Art, 
Ujurp’d Divinity, 
And plays the Tyrant on that Heart 
That yields it felf to thee. 


Vil. 
Yet this PU for Amintas plead, 
Since you must have your due, 
Tho he cow’d all the Captives lead, 
Theyre Slaves to none but you. 


VIII. 
But thou at laft reveng’d may §t be 
Upon th ambitious Swain, 
PU fet thy Wings at Liberty, 
And thou fhalt fly again, 


IX. 
And for this Service on my part, 
I only beg of thee, 
That thou woud st wound Aminta’s Heart, 
And make him die for me. 


X. 
He promis fair, while Tuntya 
His Wings, but waking found, 
"Twas nothing but a Dream, alas! 


My. Heart had got the Wound. 








114 The Mules Mercury, 


To a LADY. 
Upon feeing Her at the laft New Opera. 





MADAM; 
OUR Prefence at this tuneful Play 
Brings true Thomyris to my View, 
I jee Her All prepar'd to flay, 
I feel Her Rage reviv'd tn you. 





The Perfian glow’d with meaner Flame, 

His but Ambition, Love is mine, 
An earthly Kingdom was his Aim, 
"Tis you I feek, a Realy Divine. 


You, Scythian-like, delight in Blood, 
But Scorn’s your Inftrument of Fate, 

My bleeding Heart makes tts own Flood, 
And I expire, becaufe you hate. 


Her After-Words you need not have, 
My Thirft is all for Beauty’s Charms, 
And would you fill me as I crave, 
Oh! you must kill me in your Arms. 





To a Courted Lady. 
By Sir T. C. 


NE Lover is enough for you, 
Too many Two, but Three too few ; 
For having {mild on more than one, 
You can in reafon frown on none : “ts 
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This way or that tenmortalize your Name, 


[hate a dull Neutrality of Fame, 





A Hint to Arbitrary Princes. 
By the fame. 


‘Hoje Scvereigns who their Courtiers to exalt, 
Oppre{s their Commons, feem no lefs tn fault 
Than Landlords who their Tenants nardly treat, 
To make their Footmen Fine, and Stewards Great. 





SR, RG A IR 


Of Sannazarius the Italian Poet. 


The following 6 Lines were written by Sannazarius, otherwife call’d_AGi- 
us Sincerus, a Celebrated Italian Poet, who flourifh’din the beginning of the 
XV Ith Century, He wrote a Poem de partuVirginis feveral Pifcatory Eclogues, 
admirable in their Kind, an Arcadia, and this Epigram in Praife of Venice, 
for which he was better rewarded than for all his other Produdtions, ha- 
ving to the Value of 1000}. giv’n him for every Verfe. He lies bury’d ina 
Church at the Foot of Pofilippo, not far from Virgil's Tomb, with this 
Inicription over him, 


Da facro Cineri Flores, hic ille Maroni 
Sincerus Musi proximus, ut Tumulo, 


Let Fragrant Flow’rs his Sacred Duft perfume, 
Whole Fame is next to Maro’s, like his Tomb. 


7 : His 
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The Muafes Mercury, 


His EPIGR AM on Penice. 


\ Y Iderat Adriacis Venetam Neptunus in Undis 
Stare Urbem, & toti ponere Jura Mari. 
Nunc mihi Tarpeias quantumvis Jupiter Arces, 
Objice, & illa tui Moenia Martis ait. 
Si Tiberim Pelago prefers, Urbem afpice utramque, 
Illam Homines dices, hanc pofuiffe Deos. 


In Englith, By Sir 7.C. 


Roud Neptune, in the Adriatick faw 
p His Venice ftand, and give the Ocean Law ; 
Now Jove, fad; ie boaft thy Triumphant Powers 
Of thy Old = with its ftupendious Towers. 
View ju tl both, and you'll allow the odds, 


Men Founders were of that, of this the Gods. 


a 











6 nnguetneelninon 


The Ainigma in the laft Mercury explain’d. 


By Mr. SW. 





Our Houfe of Hair and Lady’s Hand 
At firft did put me to a Signa ; 
$73 


[have it now---Tis ‘plain enou 

Tour hairy Bufinefs is a Muff. 

Your Engine fraught with cooling Gales, 
At once fo like to Mafts or Satls, — 
Your Thing of various Shape and Hue, 
Must be fome painted Toy I knew ; 


And 





$ 
Po wet AO wes nn woAcd ——K+T, 
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And for the Rhime, to.youwre the:Man; 
What fits it better than \a Fan, 


The Author of the Explanation of the laft -£nigma, has fent us ano- 
ther, which he-tellszus-isgeneral; tho it feems to be particular. 


ENIGMA. 
I. 


’"m wealthy and poor, 

I’m empty and full, 
D’m humble and proud, 
I’m witty and dull. 

II. 

Pm foul, and yet fair, 
I'm old, and yet young, 
I lie with Moll K---t, 
And toaft Mrs. ------ 





i ae . 2 


’Twas fome time in the Reign of: King Charles II, that Mr. Fleetrmood 
Shepherd, afterwards Knighted, travelling thro’ Newbury, heard of the fol- 
lowing remarkable Adventure, and-was-fo pleas’d with it, that he Ce- 
lebrated it in his humorous Poefy. One Shuff of that Town laid a Wager 

» with aFellow who was a good Footman, that he wou’d eat up a certain 
_ Quantity of Cuffard, while that Fellow'ran.acertain length of Ground, 
and came back again: The Cuftard was provided; the Wager laid down, 
and the Man ftarted tothe Race. Shuff knowing the Strength of his own 

} Stomach better than the Nimblenefs of the Fellows Heels, at firft eat the Cu- 
ftard very letiurely ; but finding the Man was comie hack upon him before 
he was aware of it, he cram’d down the Caftard fo faft, that it choak’d 

~ him, and fo with the Wager loft -his Life, On this tragical Occafion, 
a Courier was immediately difpatch’d to his M——{ty’s Almoner at Ch-- 
Ch---h in Oxf---d, whofe Office it was to act as Coroner in the Antient Bur- 
rough of NM whury. The Dedfor made.all the Expedition fo weighty an 
Affair requis d, and upon his. Arrival fummon’d a Jury of as fage Perfons 
as the Corporation cow’d produce, who having examin’d al! Witneffes, 
and maturely weigh’d the moft minute Circumftances, found a Deodand due 


to 


@ * 
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to the King, of that part of the Cuftard which remain’d uneaten. If any 
one defires to be further inform’d in this Matter, let himiconfult the Re- 
cords of that Ancient Burrough, or its living Oracle the Record--r. 





Shuff of Newbury. A Ballad. 


By Sic Fleetwood Shepherd. 


To the Tune of Chevy Chafe, 


I. 
N bloody Town of Newbury, 
There liv’d and dy’d a Blockhead, 
Of whom, I'm fure, you ne’re had heard, 


If he had not been choaked. 


IT. 
The Ancient Burrough cal?’d him Shuff, 
Of State not very thriving, 
Since the fame thing which made him dye, 
Is that which keeps us living. 


IIT. 
He Cuftard on a Wager eat, 
And fo did cram his Wizand, 


That tho he put it in, he could 
Not pluck it out with his Hand. 


IV. 


Innocent Mea: aid fatal prove, 











Eat ready without Kytfe, 7 
Down on the Ground he grov’ling fell, a 
And Cuftard ftrove with Life. ee 

| 

v. | ble, 
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J VouUMe2i yo 
Bat as he faw the Enemy 
Was like to ftop his Breath, 
Fle manfally gave up the Ghoft, 
‘ And dying eat his Death. 


VIL 
As Scoevola more Credit got, 
"Caufe his bold Hand did mifs ; 
So if thou hadft thy Wazer won, 
Thy Credit a been lefs. : 


: VII. 

Where Falls of Empires and of States 
Were told in weekly Volume, 

Unto the Wonder of the World 
Thou graceft the firft Column. 


. VIll, : a 
Thy Cuftard with Serini’s Feats, 
Do’s yield which none can deny, — 
‘Unto the Author fam'd the Gain 
All England o’re, a Pex. 


IX. 
Vow Londoners O pray beware, 


Eke Alderman and Mayor, 
What danger may in Capon prove, 
if C uftard turn Man-flayer, 








There’s fomething in this Ballad of Sir Fleetwood’s own Character, which 
was rather humorous than witty; but tis whimfical enough to divert thofe 
who think Laughing one of the greateft Pleafures of Life, and have al- 
ways a good Difpofition to it. Weare very well affur’d thefe Veries 
were written by him, and hope his way of Writing will appear fo vili- 
ble, that twill give our Authority the more Credit: 

Q Liberty 
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Liberty Retriev’d. _ 


OW you: oblige me, feornfid: Fair Low 
Such Trenton, bales Pe free wedi 
Reafon at length unfeals my Eyes; 
And fond pi, yas Paffionyfies. 


+} Fad 
& ~H * Ls 


eye MEST cue LO 
Late Iwas full of wondrous Flame. -- 
9 , RC voikt BAT MONS ‘ LA oF 
Languifb'd, ang Ereeare a HAN Nase, 
But Love for want of Llepe express’) «<.\ 
And Rigour cools whom Beguty fires. — 


iiV 
Your melting Notes, aud radiaut. Kyes 
Made my foft Heart. a willing Prizey 
I blujh’d not tovcanfe/s may Chaity 0. ric 
And fung the Tximmaps of your Rede... 


But cruel Venus has decneeady 


That Phoebus. vox bis, Raseficceedss <1 





While toa ¢ pia SASS Vulcan's AUS \ . 
The Godde/s gir aight refigus her Charms... 5 
} [ m , 7% 


No more I dur ft my Pen‘advance,~ ~ 
Yet ftill prefum'd to courta,Glance, 
Hoping you'd xuiew my Logk of. Carey, | 
And read my Angi Ufa iw. my. Air. 


PSOE RHIDN BLBIwiNsgapn ini o| 
You fam, tis true, but practisd Hate, 
And feemd to mark me out for Fate, 
But, Thanks to Heav’n, a Briton born 


| Is:not fo mean to. die by Scorn. 


At this I mafter’d all the Man,. 

‘To juft Rebellion-fearte[s ran, ibe 
Flung the proud Tyrant from her Throne, 
And made the captiv’da Fort my own 





Let 
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Let giddy Pop cin ripe). Spur Arts 
Contrive to na their Shoriblep Flearts, 
Tour Charms can eafily deceive, 


Their Vanity will fodu believe, 


But granty pewsapss thep one wa =~ 

They gienibat Glories ine oe 
Beausy sutibeft @ Sulit Hebe Flobtr, 
The Spoil of emyy bu bron Nabryio 1 pry 


And when the Rofy Bloom of Youth 
Leaves you, they leave their beafted Truth, 

To {ome wep Charmer fine dhinegs [apy | OV 
And frvear they: cannot contre Dibtityss\* ‘ 


» HOR Sony nt WW 


ear 
I’ve only Leichamti Praia) wo ind 


But you a faithful artlefs Swain 


s4 < 


_ That had been trudihad you but known 


To wear, as well as Win, aCrownm .. 
ANGYAK ' 83 ad, FAS St ae a 


Tis dome ssf Nbe ‘§o° Lehner Gok ns ri gf) 
Nor let difetuiny Nab Gnas wopmlees | o\ wadl 
Oh, woulda N Md ssoloe ite EN yah 


No Tyrant fhould a Conqu’rour be: 


Pd fet up milder Laws for Love, 
And by jucce{sful Methods prove, 
The Fave dependant on the Mind, 


And no Nymph charming, but the kind. 


Qo To 
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Boo To a LADY. 


P | I. 


| LL Thoughts of Freedom are too late, 
| Not any new fair Lady's Art, 

‘i Nor both the India’s Wealth, nor Fate, 

d| Nor Fate it felf can difengage my Heart. 


II. 


| Not, which kind Heav’n forbid, your Hate, 
. Nor that which follows, cold Difdain, 
| My Paffion cou’d at all abate, 
But only make it laft with Pain. | 


‘ 

_ e 
4 : 

‘ 4 
¢ . ~ ‘ 
a. § _* > ‘ 

‘ 
. 

‘ 


Thus all my Quiet does depend 
On Hopes 8? ‘obtain a Smile from you,‘ | 
sat my Lave which. knows . 740 CIty A5\ aQ¥ 
May laf with equal Pleafure too... 5 -_ 
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Of the New Opera’s and Plays. 


HE Summer Seafon is fo far advanc’d, that there can be little News 
expected from the Theaters. And had not the A/anagers of the Stage 
depended very much on the Merit of Mr. Smith’s Phaedra and Hippolitus, 
probably they would not have delay’d aéting it tul: the Town began to 
grow thin ————Whatever was the Caufe of it,: let others determine. 
’Tis certain every Body was difappointed in the Run of this Tragedy, which 
was acted but a very few Nights, and that with Intervals: Neither were 
the Audiences fo throng’d as was expected, unlefs it was on the third 
Night, when the Author had a very fine Appearance, and had as much 
ch him by his Bookfeller for his firft Tragedy, as Mr. Dryden had for 
is laft. The Play is printed, and has been now feen by the Curious, who 
after the Recommendation and Charaéter that it came abroad with, were 
afraid for Euripides and Racine: Notwithftanding which they find their 
Fears are vanifh’d, and Phaedra, and even Monficur Hippolite, as Dryden 
is pleas’d merrily to ftile Racines Hippolitus, maintain their Ground. In- 
deed there is fo much Art and Deltcacy in the Condu& of Racines Phedra, 
fuch a Mixture of Pity and Terror, Majefty and Beauty in his Senti- 
ments; fo much Juftnefs, Sweetnefs and Elegance in his Expreffions, that 
it would have been furprizing, if we fhou’d have found all thefe Qualities 
in a young Poets firft Play. For the future we fhall wifh for our own Dra- 
matick Friends, that the Expe¢tation of their Audiences be not too much 
rais'd, fince a Man’s Reputation is in risk of lofing more after his Play 
is ated, than he got before-by it. As to this Phedra;—tis-not our Bu- 
finefs to treat of itcritically: if the Publick had communicated any fuch 
Work to us, we queftion whether we fhou’d have printed it. Becaufe 
where there’s hopes of an Author’s deferving well hereafter, ’twere foolifh 
as well as unjuft to difcourage htmnow. Befides, Mr. Smith’s firft Perfor- 
mance is by much better than the Tragedies of fome Famous Writtrs,, 
whofe Plays have been crowded for ten or twelve Nights together. 

All that love Comedy will be forry to hear of the Death of Mr. Farqubar, 
whofe two laft Plays had fomething in them that was truly bumorous and 
diverting. ' ? Tis true the Criticks will not allow any Part of them to be re- 
gular; but Mr, Farquber had.aGenins for Gomedy, of which,one-may fay, that 
it was rather above Rules ‘than -below them. - His:Conducd, tho not Artful, 
was furprizing: His Chara@ers, tho not Great, were Juft : His Humour, tho 
low, diverting : His Dialogue, tho loofeand incorre, gay and agreeable ; a 

ig 
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his Wit, thonot fuper-abundant, pleafant. Ina word, his Plays have in the 
toute enfemble, as the Painters phrafe it, acertain Air of. Novelty and Mirth, 
which pleas’d the Audience every tiie t ‘they-were repkefented: And fuch 
as love to lauglrat the Theater, will probably mifs him more than they now 
imagine. 
We are told that Mr) Row will write a Tragedy againft the next Win- 
ter, and that another eminent Poet who has fo often fucceeded in Co- —' 
medy, will do:the fame. : Indeed ’tis neceflary thofe who have ferv’d the 
‘Stage, fhou’d do theik.utmoft'to fupport ther; for there’s littie hopes’ of 
-her maintaining shee! felf by the~Credit and Chara@er of her new Ser- 
‘vants. This Difficulty will obligethe Town to'think fill of Opera’s, and 
we hear the Subf¢riptibns will be compintht; we fhall hereafect mention 
‘for whofe Benefit. - x4 























The Publither’s Abfence in the Country, has octafion'’d a few Errata’s in the Prefs 
AGE 107. 1. 18. for of, read wid p. 108. be 11s: Bia, B/ tbe, pind, 1 ay har 2 a 
<P up Ie ms s0jou'te, ae ay #36. by Late dele of, 23 
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